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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spot. 


Wednesday.—Went over to Paris to see Colonel Piquart and 
Major Esterhazy arrested. Cried “ Vive l’armée !”” and made off to 
Windsor to assist Her Most Gracious at an Investiture of Bath and 
St. Michael and St. George. Got Ryder in for Gravesend. Got 
Mr. Balfour a half-holiday to give the students of Guy’s Hospital 
their prizes. From there to Stafford House to a meeting of the new 
Anglo-American League. Pretty idea. Britishers and Yankees to 
become one. Is it really coming off ? 


AN AMALGAMATION. 


Can this be so? Can this be thus ? 
There seems no room to doubt 

Each Britisher and Yankee ‘‘ cuss”’ 
Is thoroughly played out. 

For soon that haughty dual race 
Which earth and ocean spans, 

As one shall rule throughout all space, 
Anglo-Americans ! 


Had an hour or two at Bisley—very warm—then down to the 
Crystal Palace and the World’s Sunday School Convention. 
Dined at the Mansion House with the Lord Mayor and the Army. 


Thursday.—Advised Toral to surrender Santiago de Cuba (of 
course, he did so). Came home round by Grimsby and was amused 
by some (Alderman) Doughty deeds there. Afterwards went down 
to Stratford-on-Avon and helped to re-open the church. Had 
another look at Bisley. Just in time for the spirited finish for the 
Public Schools’ Prize. Attended also an anti-vivisectionist meet- 
ing at Chelsea, and saw Henry VIII. (opera) in the evening. 

Friday.— Had a good time in Graves’ Galleries among Miss 
Fairman’s Dogs; afterwards took the Princess for an early peep at 
the Burne-Jones pictures (such as were left) at Christie’s. Also 
conducted the Duchess of York to the Grey Coat Hospital at 
Westminster and helped her to distribute the prizes. 


Saturday.—Happened to be inthe Bank of England while a clerk 
was getting £3,000 in gold therefrom, being on his right side, 
touched his left shoulder, and when he looked round—well, a man’s 
not bound to criminate himself that I know of. Went down to 
Bisley and helped the English team to win the Elcho Shield (by 
judicious encouragement). Very hot—very thirsty—and the water 
showing symptoms of giving out! 

TEMPTATION. 
When (on the tramp) in Bisley Camp 
One's visiting, the first he 
Knows is (pat and certain) that 
He feels uncommon thirsty. 








When water fails expectant males 
The thing’s extremely risky 

For ev’ryone—there’s such a run 
On ale and wine and whisky. 


Delicious down at Eastbourne, though, where I went and helped the 
Duchess of Devonshire start the memorial to William Terriss. 


Monday.—Helped the Princess of Wales to take the Crown 
Princess of Greece to open a Greek industries bazaar at Mr. Reuben 
Sasson’s, in Belgrave Square. Hurried over to Santiago (de Cuba), 
and helped the Americans hoist their flag. Gave them all a hearty 
slap on the back. Kept the great “ W.G.’s” birthday at Lords, 
with the Gentlemen v. Players’ match—a capital good one all the 
time. 


Tuesday.—Incited Zola to cut away from Paris and escape arrest. 
Plucky little chap ; took my advice. Made my way to Blaenan, 
and opened the Welsh National Eisteddfod. Saw M. and Madame 
De Reské off for Paris. Then over to Santiago—where, it seems, 
the Cubans have a grievance against General Shafter and the 
American Army. 

RIGHTEOUS INDIGNATION. 


What! not allowed to sack the town 

teduced by your artilleries ? 
Not shoot the vanquished Spaniards down 

And drink up their distilleries ? 
What ! can’t we loot the shops and banks ? 

And strangle female shiverers ? 
You are a pretty set of cranks 

To call yourselves deliverers ! 

THE SPOTTER 








“Similia Similibus Curantur.” 


r“ Sir Edward Fry (the coal-war conciliator) stated that he would 
hold himself in readiness to render any assistance in his power to 
bring about a settlement,” etc.—Daily Telegraph, July 14th.] 


LIKE CURES LIKE. 


‘Twrxt masters and their men facts seem to show, 
| When for some cause the last begin to grumble, 
Old agreements all to pieces go, 
They have an inborn tendency to crumble. 





And this coal war now proves our motto quite 
Correct in its remedial utility ; 
Once more to weld the fragments, Ritchie's right 
To add this extra dose of FrRi-apinity! 
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Tim's Blessing. 


[Towards the close of the debate on 
the Irish Local Government Bill, Mr. 
Tim Healy bestowed his blessing on the 
measure.—Daily Paper.] 


SOFT-SPOKEN, honeyed words 
We seldom get from Tim; 

Of Parliamentary birds 
He is the raven grim ; 

To taunt and gibe the Tory tribe 
It was his ancient whim. 


But Gerald Balfour's arts 
Have taken out the sting 
From the envenomed darts 
That Tim did erstwhile sling ; 
That patriot sound goes cooing round 
Just like a dove in spring! 


What though the Daily News 
Did sourly snub the Bill, 

The logic of its views 
Is absolutely nil; 

And Tim grown mild takes, like a child, 
The sugar-coated pill! 


The way Tim dealt his scorn 
Once tickled friendly Whigs, 
But grapes can grow on thorns, 
And thistles furnish figs: 
What wrought the spell? 
can tell 
That secret to the pigs! 


Friend Pat 


Which shall we value more ? 
The passing of the Bill ? 

Or set a greater store 
On Gerald Balfour’s skill 

Which won from Tim, that fighter grim, 
High favour and goodwill ? 








A Tangled Web. 


Tommy.—‘‘ Pa, why are single women 
called spinsters ? ”’ 

Pa.—‘ I expect it’s because they are 
always spinning a web to catch a man, 
my boy.”’ 








Imperial Penny Postage. 


My love is far across the seas, 
And I am short of cash, 
But now I can, with greatest ease, 
Send greeting to my ‘‘ mash.” 
I think the change is really write 
(A humble “ brown’s’’ not much) ; 
Now, all long letters can indite, 
And wifh friends keep in touch! 
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CANDID. 


Ist Citizen (gleefully).—‘*’ Ullo, old man! 


month,” 


2nd ditto (gloomily).—‘‘ Oh! I’ve done mine.” 
Ist.—‘‘ Where did you go to?” 
2nd (who has been ‘‘had”’ for contempt).—**t Hottoway t”’ 
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Can’t stop. Just off to Lowestoft for my 

















For Gladstone’s Sake. 


THE authorities of the National Liberal Club have at last decided 
upon the special manner in which Mr. Gladstone’s association with 
that institution shall be commemorated. Their decision is delight- 
fully characteristic. They will extend and improve the Gladstone 
Library at the club, and take steps for increasing its usefulness to 
the members! The Lion is dead, and the asses are borrowing his 
skin to bray in; and self-advertisement in the name of Gladstone is 
the order of the day. No Liberal, much less a National Liberal, 
could forego so excellent an opportunity; so whether Mr. Small- 
bore, M.P. for Slumtown, buys his wife a new bonnet, or Mr. 
Cadby, M.P. for the Lower Division of Roughshire, has his hat 
ironed, it is done from no selfish motive, but to honour the memory 
of the great Leader, 

With rev’rence for the mighty dead 
They’re full almost to trusting point— 

And though, as someone wisely said, 
The Party’s somewhat out of joint, 

They mean to see this big boom through, 
And so devoid of pride or shame, 
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Stopped. 
(Like our own, the Russian navy has had to forego its annual 


manceuvres, and for the same reason—scarcity of English coal,’’— 
Vide Press. | 


ENGLAND and Russia are in the same boat, 

For the mancuvres they’ve both had to drop ; 
So it seems, when you cannot put coal on, 

That no co(a)l on means simply a full stop! 














Not So Mucu (PxHossy) Jaw.—At the meeting in the Jerusalem 
Chamber on the phosphorus question, Canon Wilberforce read a 
letter from the firm of R. Bell and Company, stating it had no ease 
of necrosis amongst its girls, and only one slight case amongst the 
men in 66 years. 

The great firm of R. Bell and Co. 
Make millions of matches, you know, 
Without phossy-jaw 
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‘Arry (victim of light badinage ).—‘* Look ’ere, you'll myke me shy! 


’Arriet. 


A New Tam O'Shanter. 

Wuewn Yellow-Pressmen shout and rave, 

When warward wends the Statesman 
grave, 

When rhetoric’s fireworks ceaseless fly, 

And patriot clamours rend the sky, 

We quite forget War's horrors gory 

And think of nothing else but glory. 

We think not of the weary miles 

We bave to march ; the bogs, the stiles, 

That lie between us and the throne 

Where sits proud Fame aloof alone. 


This truth learned Uncle Sam O'Shanter 
When he to war did gaily canter. 

O, Sam! if you had but been wise 

And ta’en McKinley's sound advice! 
He told you you would have to suffer 
For being such a blust’ring duffer. 

He prophesied that soon or late 

You'd bring your Monroe up to date 
Or thrown by warlocks in the mire, 

In mud would quench your martial fir 
ih, Statesmen grave, it isour woe 
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‘‘Down’t shy this wye, then, wotever ye do, Orkward!”’ 


But to our tale: One stormy night 

Sam had prepared himself for fight. 

The cost of war he had not counted, 

But on his latest Hobby mounted 

He hurried on through woods and mire, 
Despising wind and rain and fire. 

He thought himself no puffed-up noodle 
While proudly humming Yankee- Doodle. 
Dreading no Spanish-made Majuba 

At length he found himself in Cuba. 


Once there Sam saw an awful sight, 
Glories and Furies sprang to light. 
Young Glories danced with Furies riper 
While old Nick sat and played the piper. 
As Sam looked on amazed and curious 
The mirth and fun grew fast and furious. 


And one young Glory Sam espied 

Who filled his heart with love and pride, 
Until he velled—so goes the story— 
‘‘ Bully for you, dear! Go it, Glory! 
It seemed an innocent remark, 

But in an instant all grew dark, 

And scarce had he his Hob 
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Ah, Sam! Ah, Sam! You’ve found your 
master ! 

They rush upon you faster, faster. 

In vain McKinley waits your coming, 

With wrath and rage all Cuba’s humming. 

Now, Hobby, show your skill and speed 

Your finest flights Sam yet will need. 

But gain the sea—for there, old hoss, 

You'll find maybe they cannot cross. 


But e’er that Hobby won the sea 

It’s tail was bare as bare can be— 

For one young Glory, known as Fever, 
Of all that plume was a reliever. 

She flew at Sam with meaning ill, 

But reckoned not his hobby’s skill. 

One spring brought off her master hale, 
But left behind her own poor tail ; 

For Fever caught her by the rump 

And left poor Hobby but a stump. 


Now, who this tale of truth shall read, 
Each man and mother’s son take heed: 
Whene’er to fight you feel inclined, 

Or conquest grim inflames your mind. 
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A Town Mouse. 
CHAPTER 1.—*THE FARMER'S DAUGHTER.” 


“Pew! Well, if this is holiday-making, give me my old stool at 
the office for choice. I wish now I had given the man his beastly 
bob to carry the wretched thing to the village,” and Herbert Banks 
—the solitary wa on a long, dusty country road - kicked 
savagely at the “*t ” before him. 


Dy 
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a eae - _— 
“ Puew !” 


It was a small Gladstone bag, harmless enough for a mile or two, 
but with powers of accumulation in the weight-carrying line that 
would have astonished a Sandow. 

Herbert Banks was clerk, confidential clerk to the firm of Flighty, 
Galopin, and Company, Throgmorton Street, City. It was, strange 
to say, his first visit to the country; his holidays being spent— 
perhaps from dire impecuniosity—in the gay — while his 
companions would flit away to sea or count fe, returning 
bronzed and happy, with wondrous tales of their cP 

‘* Don’t talk to me of your country life,” he would say. ‘In my 
humble opinion there’s no place like London for a holiday. Country 
life. Bah! Where's rr ‘ halls,’ and ‘ parks,’ and ‘ spanking, well- 
dressed gals’? It ’ud bore me to death inaday. Jknow it.” 

He did. But his only experience was a Sunday afternoon trip to 
Epping Forest, where the brambles had picked little bits of wool 
from his bran new black diagonal clothes. 

But this year “The Fates’’ had ordained otherwise. The 
doctors had declared him completely “run down,” and recom- 
mended a quiet holiday in a country farmhouse, while Nemesis had 
befriended him by giving his employers—who worked him early and 
late on a limited salary—a timely prod, and Herbert Banks, on 
account of his valuable services, was given a three weeks’ holiday 
and a bonus (‘not to be considered a precedent, you know”) of £15. 
All places being alike to the interesting invalid, he had invested a 1s. 
on a map of Sussex, and fixed on the little village of ‘‘ Meads” for 
his term of rustication; simply because it was seven miles from 


anywhere, 
He had arrived at Dalcombe Station (the anywhere in question) 
morning, as early as 10 o'clock, being received by a taciturn 


r. 
“ Meads,” he said, in answer to Herbert's inquiry, “straight afore 
yeow. Aboot sevin mile. Eh! No. No cabs nor porters. Cart 


cooms from t’ vi Th ' gy? oh ; 
wait for that.” age Thursdays and Saturdays, if yeow ’ad like to 


As it was Monday the convey 
yance was not to be considered, 
we his ee visitor stepped out manfully towards 
» Geclining with true Cockney cautiousness the offer of a 


t : . ; . 

ge found loafing about outside the station to carry his bag to 

he Vilage, and who followed him for ni arly a mile, reviling and 
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leering in consea: : 
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He had done about about five miles out of the allotted seven, and 
now, utterly weary, he sat down he roadside and soliloquised. 

“T’ll be if this ain’t about besting me. ‘Take a quiet 
holiday,’ they said. Well, it’s quiet enough in all conscience. 
about England being overcrowded and local option! Why, I’ve 
not met a soul for four blessed miles, and a ‘ pub.’ would be a bally 
oasis. It’s beastly lonely; just the ew for a murder (glancing 
nervously round). I suppose, if anything did happen, the ‘cart | 
would find my mangled remains in the road—on Thursday. Hullo ! | 
Here comes something at last. What is it—adog? No! It’sa 
real live boy.” 

Herbert watched the infant specimen of yokeldom as he slowly 
approached. along the road. The boy slackened his speed as he 
— and then stopped to gaze blankly, scratching his unkempt 

ead. 


‘* Well!” said Herbert encouragingly, thinking he had made an 
impression ; ‘‘ do you think you’ll know me next time?” — 

“Ar don know. Ar dessay. Yeow be a funny-lookin’ chap. 
Wot yer wear thing round t’ neck fer?” replied the boy, grinning. 

“To keep my head on, of course,” said Herbert, reddening under 
the boy’s evident rustic chaff. 

‘‘Kes. Looks as ifit warntsit. Haw, haw, haw !”’ 

“Now, look here, young fellow, I ain’t come all the way from 
London to be cheeked by you.” 

** Com’ from Lunnon?” 

‘Yes, and I'll give you a London sixpence if you give me a hand a 
with my bag as far as the village. What's your name?” a 

“Chores. What's yeows ?"’ 

Chores, however, did not wait for an answer to his question, but, = 
rendered civil by the offer of sixpence, clambered up to the hedge, Bh 
and robbed it of a good thick stake, placing it in the bag’s handle, oS 
and with that between them they commenced to march on Meads. = 

After a weary tramp round tv the various farmhouses, with the 
bag, and Chores in attendance, Herbert Banks found a suitable 
resting place for his three weeks’ sojourn in the house of Farmer 
Gaffer, a gruff, uncompromising yeoman of the old school, and was 
introduced to the system of ‘* paying guest.” 

‘“‘Tt’s a bit ‘ salty,’’’ he muttered as he gazed out of the window 
while waiting for tea (his first meal since morning) ; ‘‘ I should just 
like to know where the ‘paying’ ends and the ‘guest’ starts. I 
shan’t stick this for more than a week. Come in!” 

This was in answer to a timid knock at the door, which slowly 
+ ego disclosing first a tea tray containing the paraphernalia for 
the meal, then a pair of shapely hands, and then—Herbert Banks 
caught his first glimpse of Rose Gaffer, the farmer’s daughter. She 
crossed the room with downcast eyes, placed the tray on the table, 
and said sweetly, “ Your tea is ready.”’ 
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Four simple words, but they made the heart of the ‘* paying = 
guest” throb violently in his bosom, for Rose was pretty and grace- ; 
ful. He would liked to have detained her for awhile, but all his 
Cockney assurance had gone, and he could only stammer out : 


al : 
ii 
AS a 


























SR CC NON 


JULY 26, 1898. 














BUN. 

















Rose, however, turned as she was leaving the room, and said with 
charming simplicity :— 

“‘ Are you from London, sir, because, if you are, do you happen to 
know a gentleman by the name of John Smith ?” 

** My goodness me!” exclaimed Herbert, taken aback, “ there’s 
hundreds of’em. I know seven or eight myself. What's he like?” 

“Oh! tall and dark, and er—er—good looking,” replied Rose 
with a blush. ‘‘He’s coming down here next week, so perhaps 
you'll recognise him, There’s a bell there, sir, if you should wish 
for anything,’ 

‘Lucky beggar, John Smith!” murmured Herbert as he watched 
the {vision depart. ‘‘Some bounding Cockney, I suppose, come 
down hereon the mash. I hope he ’aint too much of the muscular 
Christian. I should just like to give him a trouncing.” 

And Herbert Banks bit at his bread and butter savagely. 


[To be continued.] 











Waftings from the Wings. 


THE lamentable explosion at Earl’s Court last week reminds one 
of the old song one was wont to hear some forty years ago. There 
was one line in it which seems to explain this sudden blowup. The 
song relates how each member of a large family niade away with 
themselves, and extends the suicidal infection even to the fly upon 
the ceiling thus :— 


The little fly upon the ceiling, 
’*Is case was the wust ’un, 

’"E blowed ’isself up 
With spontaneous combustion. 


And that’s about the only solution of the Earl’s Court mystery. 
The naval display that evening was as good as ever. Very few of 
the audience appeared to know anything about the catastrophe. 


Madame Tussaud and Sons are exhibiting a tableau representing 
‘‘ Lord Charles Beresford’s gallant fight on board the Safieh.”” The 
tout ensemble is instinct with power and realism. Probably, some- 
day, someone will discover the means of imparting lifelike motion to 
these splendidly-modelled groups one views at Madame Tussaud’s. 
What the kinematograph does with photographs so will the 
invention as yet undiscovered set going the waxwork alter ego! 
There’sa problem for ye inventors! Just find out how to do that. 
Jones would then order an effigy of his deceased mother-in-law. 


A pretty compliment was paid to the new manager of the 
Alhambra Theatre by the South Africans in London. Over a 
hundred of these gentlemen visited this establishment on Wednes- 
day evening last. Mr. Slater is to be congratulated on his South 
African popularity. 


[After two and a-half years’ deliberation, the London Oounty 
Council is giving three lady clerks six months’ probationary employ- 


Headlong Hurry-Scurry. 


ment at Spring Gardens.—Press.] 


“Quiet, calm deliberation disentangles every knot.” — The 


Gondoliers. 


Tue “ powers that be” 
On the L.0.C, 
Have our breath—ah me !— 
Quite whirled away ; 
And, with sheer surprise, 
Doth our hair arise, 
That o’er ears and eyes 
Erst curled away ! 
For the L.CC., with a feverish haste, 
Three lady clerks on its staff has placed ; 


Having conned the momentous departure o'er 


Fora triple ten months—not a moment more ! 


You are well aware 
That no spite we bear 
To these penmaids fair— 
od bless ’em all! 
But the powers that be 
On the L.0.0.— 
Very brusquely we 
Must address ‘em all, 
Asking 'em what in the deuce they mean, 


That, in thirty fast-flitting months, they've clean 


Decided (oh, spendthrifts !) on getting rid, 
In this prodigal way, of some seventy quid! 


If for decades four— 
Nay, for years a score— 
They had pored it o’er 
We'd have cussed ’em not; 
But this rash-rushed ‘* deal ” 
Makes us deeply feel 
That with London's weal 
We can trust ’em not! 
: they romp ahead at this reckless rate, 
oor 


That she'll heavily, hopelessly bankrupt be ! 


ondon will find—when too late! too late !— 
Say, about the year three-thousand-and-three— 

















































“The Oath of the Brother-in-Blood.” 


[‘‘ England, looking on America as a younger brother, regards us 
with all a brother’s affection; and, where brothers ate concerned, 
no pledge of alliance is demanded.”—Mr. BAYARD, in New York 
Herald. } 

Vide Kipling’s *‘ Ballad of East and West.” 


DesPItTeE all pretty sentiments on ‘‘ hands across the sea,”’ 
The superficial observer 
Opines that ever at loggerheads are the men o’ the States and we ; 
For we babble of them with fervour, 
As the “‘ lying, egotistical, pill-swallowing, nerveless Yanks ” : 
And our charge return they roundly, 
And as “gol-durned sons of Britishers’”’ and “all-fired fatuous 
cranks ”’ 
Disparage us well and soundly ! 
But the seeming gibe is from tribe to tribe, and at verge of feud we 
halt : 
We have “looked each other between the eyes, and there we've 
found no fault.” 


No need, ’twixt John and Jonathan, of a pact which takes the shape 
Of flowery words redundant 
Set down in peaceful document, and held by blood-red tape 
In bloodless folds abundant ! 
Our aims are one with Jonathan’s; in ours his objects merge ; 
And the satires, pseudo-venomy, 
Hurled forth and back, are, questionless, such japes as Man will 
urge 
‘ On a friend—but not an enemy ! 
The “lying Yanks,” like the “‘all-fired cranks,” would Freedom’s 
horn exalt ! 


We have “ looks d each other between the eves and there we've 


L’Affaire Dreyfus. 


Our Parisian Correspondent wires :— 


‘* Paris i 


be spilt. 
one was h 


s herself again ! 


fidently expected.” 


Now “ Down with Zola!” is the cry, 


And men “‘ meet” men with flashing blades ; 


A crisis, too, is drawing nigh, 

And possibly some barricades. 
Great colonels fiercely disagree, 

And learned lawyers grow insane— 
In fact, ’tis plain as p can be 

That Paris is herself again. 


The sov’reign People yell with rage, 


The ‘‘ Press” gives vent to spite and bile; 


Indeed, the spirit of the age 
Seems nous 
For no two Frenchmen can agree, 
More tangled grows the tangled skein— 
In fact, tis plain as plain can be 
That Paris is herself again. 








Pot-house Orator.—‘I repeat, my friends, England is a free 


country.” 


Listener (growlingly).—“ Free? Bosh! ‘Ere ‘ave I spent nearly 
| me life ir ni” 


Zola is again being tried, and the 
ge of the populace is at fever heat. M. Bruchard has called 
. Jules Guerin a toad. M. Guerin is exceedingly annoyed, and 
has called M. Bruchard a codfish, and it is believed that blood 
Several duels have already been fought, fortunately no 
urt. Two old ladies caught reading one of M. Zola’s 
novels have been trampled to death by infuriated colonels. 
everybody has been arrested, and another Cabinet crisis is con- 


ht but absinthe cheap and vile, 
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AFTER BISLEY. 


Nurse (suddenly appearing to Binks, one of the competitors ).—‘‘ Well, sir, you didn’t 
manage to bring orf the Queen’s Prize, but your wife has.’’ 


Binks (in trepidation ).—‘‘ What do you mean, woman ?”’ 


Nurse.—‘‘ Trirecets!”’ 











The Defection of Doughty. 


“ On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “Fun’s’’ WaSHERWOMAN. 


I was sorry to ’ear that the Prince of 
Wales ’ad slipped downstairs an’ injured 
‘is knee-cap, and sincerely ’opes ’e will 
soon be ‘is sprightly self agin. The 
knee-cap is a very kritical part, espe- 
shully wen a yung feller goes down on 
‘is knees to a girl—“ there’s no tellin’ 
wot it will end in,” asthe man remarked 
wen ’e was xaminin’ a sossige. By-the- 
bye, if ’is Royal Highness did make 
a slip with ‘is foot, *he never makes 
a slip with ’is tung. 

Pore, unfortinit Spain! Wot it wants 
is peace an’ “pieces”; the country 
seems in a friteful state; no trade doin’, 
and famine stalkin’ about the land. It 
wasn’t long ago that the Spaniards was 
hungerin’ for war, now they’re hungerin’ 
for food. 

The Salvation Army ’ad a fine day at 
the Alexandra Palace last week, com- 
binin’ bizness with pleshur, for the 
‘‘General’’ scooped in a pretty penny, 
one way an’ anuther. Though not 
holdin’ with the ‘‘ Army’”’ in all respects, 
I sertinly think it does good, so I ses, 
‘‘Go onan’ prosper,” only let me ’ave my 
Sunday afternoon snooze in comfort. 
There’s jist a littel too much brass about 
the ‘‘ Army ”’ to my idea—too much brass 
band, an’ too much cadgin’ for ‘ brass.” 

The burglars ’ave been busy. At 
Ascot, it appears that arter a burglary 
they made ‘‘ tracks”’ on bicycles, wich 
ses much for the popularity of ‘ bikes” 
and the cuteness of Bill Sykes. 

A mornin’ paper is publishin’ letters 
on ‘‘ Why Don’t Men go to Church?” 
That’s wot a good many singel ladies 
want to know; some of ’em woud be 
satisfied if they could only get ‘em to go 
to church with ’em wunce ! 

Our friend Mrs. Lynn Linton is dead 
She was a very clever lady, with a 
powerful pen, an’ she fair hated Mrs. 
Grundy, as all senserbel people do. I 
don’t ’old with no “fast” ways in my 
sect, but wen it ain’t considered propper 
to tork about the “naked truth,’ an’ 
sich-like, it’s all ‘‘ bosh,”’ as the boarder 
remarked of the so-called butter. 
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AH, long in wonder and amaze 

He stood Ould Oireland’s tricky ways, 
But now from party shackles freed, 
He has performed a doughty deed. 








For Breakfast. 








Sold Retail Everywhere. 


Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 





Chocolat Menier 















